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Author's Notes: 

Not real, never happened, | don't own anything except plot/ideas, no money is made off of this, no disrespect is 
intended.. you guys know what's up. 

This was my attempt at a bit of a heartbreaking story. It may have turned into a heartbreaker and a half, 
which | didn’t really intend to happen. Also not to spoil anything but WARNING for character death (it's not 
graphic or anything it just kinda.. happens). 


In the beginning, they couldn't keep their hands off each other. Every spare moment was spent with their lips 
locked and hands roaming. Gar and Chris almost caught them a few times, but the couple's excuses seemed to 


be enough to cause all suspicion to be forgotten 


Further into their relationship, David couldn't keep his eyes off Dave. He would constantly be drinking in his 
lover's beauty through his eyes. Dave said he "didn't like it," because it was "too obvious," but by the way 
Dave's movements changed and they way he smiled so often when he knew his bassist was watching, David 


could tell he secretly enjoyed it. And it wasn't as if Jeff or Chuck ever noticed. 


Later, David couldn't keep his words from slipping through his lips. "I love you, though," was often tacked onto 
the end of near-insults from both longtime Megadeth members. Nick and Marty didn't care that their 


bandmates were together, something Ellefson and Mustaine were endlessly grateful for. For the first time in 
their tenure as a band, the pair didn't have to hide their love for one another. Constant affections and 


endearments were common. It was the end of their beginning, and the start of their end. 


Too little shown affection and Dave couldn't get enough of it. Too much, and he didn't want anything to do with 
it. 


And then Dave became irritable. He rejected affections, closed himself off, drank too much. David felt helpless 
to what had happened to the man he loved so much. 


You always want what you can't have. But when you get if, you question whether you really wanted it, or if you 
only thought you wanted it because you couldn't have it 


But Dave didn't know himself nearly as well as he thought he did. 


And in the end, they couldn't stand one another. David would be in a room into which Dave would enter and 
then promptly leave. Few words passed between Dave to the man who still loved him. The distance between 


them seemed to grow every day. At first it was bridgeable. And then it wasn't. 


"Dave and David'-as a concept, an idea, a bond that the bassist would last forever-fell apart. Dave couldn't 
stand David, so by a reflexive property of their relationship, David "couldn't stand’ Dave. Dave would 
mercilessly slander him behind his back; his ex-lover could do ten times worse-but David, unlike Dave, would 


regret the things he said, tears finding a path down his lightly freckled face in the darkness of his bedroom. 
And then they broke down 


Simple fighting words devolved into ruthless attacks of insults. Their relationship dissolved. Dave snapped. David 
shattered. 


Dave's retorts were worse than anything he had ever said previously to the man he once loved. The phrases 
he hurled at David were poisonous and biting and scathing and utterly unstoppable. Dave Mustaine, as 
previously realized, was a man who wouldn't stop until he got what he wanted. And what did he want? He 


wanted to win. 


David handled it well. As well as he could. And then it was too much and he couldn't sleep anymore and he'd 
frequently think about not relapsing and then he was using drugs again and drinking way more than he had 


ever before and wait drugs and alcohol are a bad combination- 


And then David was in an ambulance. People were yelling; he couldn't hear. How could he have? His heart had 


stopped. 


Attempts to keep him alive were made in vain. David would never know whether or not Dave would be there 


with him through everything the medics did to help him, or if Dave would ever regret the things they'd done 


to each other in their last years together. The last thing he'd ever told the guitarist wasn't a weak insult in 
the wrong tense, as Dave had thought, but a sign of defeat, as Dave would realize. "I love you so much it 
makes me sick" 


But David would never know whether or not Dave would realize. Because David had lost consciousness and then 
his breathing had ceased and his heart had stopped and he wasn't moving at all and would a certain ginger be 
at his funeral? and then he was gone. 


